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Oxygen flooded my lungs. Throat burning. Stomach heaving as my body tried to 

force out the smoke that no longer existed. 

Note to self: Try to avoid being burned alive next time. 

The floor beneath my cheek was stone, cooling my face. I tried to slow my heart 

rate as I listened to where I was. Or more importantly, when I was. The air was fresh, 

although it was touched with the smell of manure. The sound of doors opening and the 

quiet of only a few people moving around. 

So, the stone floor and sounds of people meant I wasn’t on a rural farm. Poor 

people didn’t have stone floors. Maybe a castle? Or a fort? 

Only one way to find out. 

Groaning, I opened my eyes and saw the brick floor extending from my position 

flat on it. The sun was just peeking through the window at the far end of the room. Using 

all my willpower, I pushed myself up on my knees, and sat back on my heels once my head 

stopped spinning. 

The room was simple, made from some sort of red clay or stone. It looked like a 

storage room, filled with clay vessels with who knew what in them. Using one for leverage, 

I made my way to my feet, and then to the open window. There was no glass or curtain. 

The sun was barely rising over the many red and wooden roofs outside the 

window. In the distance were large arches connecting together to maybe make a bridge? 

But it looked to be over land, not water. Below me, only a few people were moving. Men 

and women dressed plainly in tunics that didn’t reach their knees. A turn to look further 

out the window showed a large, spherical building with arch after arch after arch built into 

its exterior. 

“Shit.” 

The Colosseum stood before me as people below moved, starting their early day. 

I’d never been to Rome, but I could only guess this was the Roman Empire. Who else 

would be wearing all these dresses? 

Well, I knew one thing: My leather jacket and jeans weren't going to be a good 

fashion choice. 

Staggering away from the wall, my feet slowly figured out how to work again. 

Moving down the stairs, the sun touched my face, signaling that it was going to be a warm 

day. 

Definitely not a day for a leather jacket anyways. 
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Thankfully, someone had been doing laundry outside. There were some tunics like 

I’d seen some of the others wearing, maybe a bit longer. Shrugging out of my jacket, jeans, 

and t-shirt, I pulled a tunic on and stuffed my clothes into a basket. When I came back 

again, I was always in the clothes I had died in. 

With few other options left, I headed out of the courtyard. Hopefully, this time, 

the woman I always went searching for would be easier to find. 

 

• • • 

 

I first died when I was 26 years old. 

It wasn’t anything ridiculous, just riding my bike too fast in the rain and getting in a 

wreck. You know, being the idiot that I was, riding without a helmet. So, I guess you could 

say it was partially my fault. 

Nana always hated when I didn’t wear my helmet. She also hated that I had a 

motorcycle. 

What felt like seconds after I died, I woke up in 1864. 

Don’t ask me the details of how this happened. Because I have no idea. 

I do know about the girl I was dating when I died. She was a kind of quirky girl 

with purple hair who went by the name Winter Halliday. She was lovely. 

Still is. She’s also apparently immortal. 

Weird, right? 

 

• • • 

 

Okay, what did I know about ancient Rome? I knew about The Colosseum. And 

gladiators. Wasn’t that movie 300 real? Or was that Spartacus? 

God, when did I even learn about ancient Rome? Sixth grade? All I remembered 

from that class was the cute girl who sat in front of me with the long, brown hair and 

making a clay statue of some Egyptian god for a project. 

Well, I was screwed. 

Hopefully, I wouldn’t do anything that would get me killed before I found Winter. 

That’s what I did every time I woke up in a new time and place. She was always here. I 

don’t know why I always ended up at a time and location that she was in, but I did. 
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Every. Single. Time. 

But, I had no idea where she could be in ancient Rome. Had she even mentioned 

being in ancient Rome before? I didn’t remember. 

Sighing, I turned slowly, looking around and trying to get my bearings in the weird 

street. Ancient Rome was the earliest time period I’d been in yet. Which meant that my 

star could be anyone. Which meant that she hasn’t met me yet. Which meant that she was 

going to be hard to convince that I was legit. 

Which meant I had to find her. 

The city was starting to wake up. Mostly, I could see people out and about in a few 

variations of dress. Some wore robes, or whatever other things Romans were supposed to 

wear. Tunics? Whatever we were calling these things. Most had a few holes in them, others 

didn’t. But all were worn from years of use and work. My guess was that these people were 

blue collar, like my family. 

That also meant that I wasn’t going to find my girlfriend in this crowd. She 

definitely wasn’t the type for hard work. Unless it was for her art. 

Perhaps that was it. Art. What kind of art did ancient Romans do? Weird pottery 

things? God, I was hopeless. 

“Are you lost?” 

I turned, realizing that I’d stopped in the middle of the street. Probably blocking 

traffic or something. The woman standing next to me was short; so short that I almost 

didn’t see her at first. Her skin was dark, almost the same color as my Nana’s old piano. 

The skin on her blunt nose was peeling from too much exposure to the sun, and her tunic 

was worn, but clean. She had a basket resting against her wide hip. 

“Well?” An eyebrow quirked up as the woman looked me over. 

I blinked, shaking my head to clear the surreal realization that I suddenly knew 

Latin. This shouldn’t be that weird by now. I always ended up somehow knowing the 

language of whatever time and place I woke up in. But it was still strange. 

“Yeah, I’m looking for a woman.” 

“Aren’t you all?” She snorted. “I’m not a prostitute.” 

Shit. 

“Oh, I didn’t… I mean… I’m not looking for…” 
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The woman laughed slightly. “I didn’t think so.” She shook her head, motioning 

for me to walk with her. “Tell me about this woman of yours while we walk. I have 

errands to run.” 

Well, so far so good. Maybe this woman could help me find Winter. Hopefully, 

Winter wouldn’t hate me this time. Or try to throw me out a window. 

Yeah. Don’t make fun of old clothes. People of any time don’t take too kindly to 

it. Even if they are dressed in gowns that come out so far that they can’t walk through 

doors. 

“Thanks. I’m looking for this girl.” 

“Name?” the woman asked immediately. 

“Billy.” 

She blinked, looking at me. “What kind of name is that?” 

“Mine?” 

She snorted, continuing down the road. “I meant your girl’s. But I guess that’s 

okay. Billy.” She repeated the name slowly, getting a feel for it on her tongue. “I’m Esi. 

You from out of town?” 

“You could say that,” I smirked, thinking of the continent that most of the world 

didn’t know about yet. “It’s nice to meet you, Esi. You from Rome?” 

She shook her head. “No, I’m a Kushite.” 

“A what?” I could feel the disappointment of my sixth grade social studies teacher, 

Mr. Schmidt, rolling his eyes at my lack of knowledge. But I had honestly never heard of a 

Kushite before. 

“You’re from one of those northern, barbaric tribes, aren’t you?” she chuckled. 

“Don’t worry, we Kushites are the southern savage tribe.” She smirked, shifting her basket 

as she paused next to a cart headed into a market. Thankfully, it wasn’t too busy yet. Or 

maybe this just wasn’t the main market. Was everything sold in markets here? 

“You know where Egypt is?” she asked, picking up a jug of something and 

smelling it as I nodded. “I’m from right under that. My people are the Kushites, but I’m 

from the Kingdom of Nobatia.” 

I nodded again, hoping I looked like I knew what she was talking about. From her 

snort at my expression, I guess I wasn’t doing a very good job at it. 

“So back to this girl,” she prompted me again. “What’s she like?” 
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“Beautiful,” I said immediately. “And very interested in the arts. She’s usually 

around intellectuals or explorers. People doing interesting things.” 

“What’s her name?” 

I paused. I had no idea what name she’d be going by. Every time I found her, she 

had a different name so no one would realize that she was immortal. 

“I’m not sure,” I admitted after a moment, running a hand through my hair with a 

sigh. 

Esi turned, raising that eyebrow again. That must have been her thing. 

“Don’t tell me you’re one of those young men who’ve fallen for a woman you 

can’t have?” 

“You could say that,” I chuckled darkly. 

She rolled her eyes, pausing a moment to pay a merchant and give directions to 

deliver whatever was in the jug she’d been holding. She turned away from the dealer. 

“What does she look like?” 

“Beautiful,” I offered carefully. 

“Such as?” 

I shrugged my shoulders in response. Esi stopped, putting her hand on her hip. 

“You don’t know this girl, do you?” she accused. “You haven’t even met her.” 

“I have!” I swore earnestly. “It was just a long time ago. I doubt she remembers 

me.” 

She definitely didn’t remember me. I hadn’t met her before the fall of Rome yet. 

How would she know me? Would she believe me? 

I shook my head. Things to worry about when I found her. 

Esi sighed slightly, motioning for me to walk with her again. “Well, if you’re going 

to come with me, might as well make yourself useful.” She handed over her basket, 

pausing by a stand filled with fresh fruit. 

My stomach growled. I hadn’t eaten since my last meal before being burned at the 

stake. Fortunately, my companion noticed, reaching into the basket. 

“I took my breakfast on the go with me today.” She pulled out a hunk of bread 

and cheese, breaking both in half and offering them to me. “You look like you could use 

the food.” 

“Thanks.” I took a bite, wincing slightly when it didn’t taste like the white bread 

and orange American cheese I was used to. But that’s how everything was now. 
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“Are you a slave also? Master not taking care of you?” Esi asked, eating the other 

half of the simple meal. 

I shook my head quickly. “No, just a fool.” 

Esi smirked. “Aren’t we all?” she noted as she continued to shop. 

“You’re a slave?” I ventured carefully, not sure if it was a sensitive subject. 

She nodded, looking over some apples. 

“Got taken from home in a raid. Ended up in Egypt for a while before I was sold 

up here. Spoil of war.” She shrugged her shoulder. “Maybe one day I’ll get back home.” 

“I get that.” I held the basket for her as she put in some apples and paid the 

merchant. “I’m far from home also with no way to get back. Won’t ever see my family 

again.” 

“They dead, too?” Esi asked. 

“What-?” I sputtered, getting a confused look from the girl. “Why would…? What 

makes you…?” 

“My family’s dead,” she explained. “Are yours also?” 

My shoulders sagged in relief. She meant my family. Not me. Thank God. 

“Uh, yeah.” I nodded, running my free hand through my hair again. “All dead.” 

That was technically the truth. They weren’t alive. Yet. 

“So, what are you doing in Rome?” 

“I’m looking for someone-” 

“Yeah, that girl that you don’t know her name or what she looks like,” Esi smirked 

over her shoulder at me. “Good luck.” 

I chuckled. In modern times, Esi would have been the type of girl I’d probably 

have been friends with. She didn’t seem to have a problem stating her mind. That was 

doubly mind-blowing, considering that she was a slave. Although, I was a little hazy on 

what slavery looked like in ancient Rome. Surely, it didn’t look like the American slavery 

that was pounded into my head for years? Because all we had ever learned about in school 

history class was the Declaration of Independence, the Civil War, and World War II. 

I swear. That was it. How well had that prepared me? I’d only been to the Colonial 

era once. And I’d been in France, not America. Super helpful. 

“I need all the help I can get,” I agreed as Esi pulled me to the side. Some men in 

rich, silky tunics rushed past us. A few younger men hurried in their wake, carrying all sorts 

of things. 
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“Those are the orators,” Esi explained. “Best to stay out of their way. They think 

they’re very important, but aren’t as much as they used to be. They’re rich, and they’ll run 

you over and blame you when they get mud on their tunics.” 

I nodded. “Stay away from orators. Got it.” 

“Have you found another stray?” A timid, but amused, voice came from behind 

me, garnering a smile from my companion. 

“Two does not account for using the term ‘another.’” Esi grinned, reaching out 

and taking the hand of a young man. He stood a few inches taller than her, but was much 

thinner. Sickly thinner. His skin wasn’t nearly as dark as Esi’s, but was still a nice, earthy 

brown. 

“This is Setka,” she introduced the young man to me. He gave a small wave, 

carrying his own basket that was laden with bread and rolls. “Setka, this is Billy. He’s new 

to Rome.” 

“Nice to meet you, sir,” he offered softly with a polite nod. 

“No need to call me sir,” I offered, immediately earning a surprised expression. 

“Aren’t you a freeman?” he asked, looking between Esi and me. 

“He’s one of those northern barbarians,” Esi smirked. “And he’s carrying my 

basket. So, he can’t be that bad.” 

Setka shifted nervously, apparently not comfortable with me. 

“I promised I’d help,” I offered. “But I should be on my way when you’re done.” 

Esi shook her head. “Nonsense. You need to find this mystery girl,” she smirked. 

“I’m done. We’ll walk past some of the intellectuals’ homes on our way back. Maybe you’ll 

get a clue.” 

“I’d appreciate it.” 

“Mystery girl?” Setka asked, turning to move through the market. He kept Esi 

between us as she grinned. 

“You’d love it, Setka, romantic that you are,” she teased. “He’s in search of a 

mystery girl. But he doesn’t know her name or what she looks like, besides the fact that 

she’s beautiful.” 

“She must be fair then. That’s what all the Romans find beautiful,” Setka offered, 

risking a look over at me. 

I nodded slightly, storing that information away. 

“And wear the finest silks,” Esi smirked. “Because she must be wealthy.” 
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She probably was. She liked to live in the lap of luxury. 

“Are there any men who’ve taken consorts or paramours?” I asked, proud of 

myself for using the terms I’d learned while in France. 

Esi snorted, “Don’t you mean, are there any who haven’t?” She paused as we came 

to the end of a plaza and pointed to the right. “That way is where a lot of the intellectuals 

and artisans live. Perhaps she’ll be there.” 

I looked down the long, narrow street of tall buildings, handing off the basket to 

Esi. “Thanks for your help. I really appreciate it.” 

The Kushite smiled for once, instead of smirking. She shifted the basket onto her 

own hip. “You’re welcome. I won’t stand in the way of love, or of people finding their 

own way. We all have that right. Good luck, Billy the Barbarian,” she called over her 

shoulder, waving slightly, as she and Setka continued down the other road. 

 

• • • 

 

I flopped down next to a fountain with an exhausted sigh. My feet hurt. My thighs 

were chafed from walking up and down the street all day. Tunics also provided much more 

of a breeze than I had expected. 

Despite scouring the entire street, lingering and loitering outside of doors to see 

people coming and going, I hadn’t seen one woman that I thought could be my girl. I’d 

seen slaves and the poor coming out of buildings. I’d also found well-dressed men and 

women coming out of others and the same. There seemed to be something equivalent to 

the high-rise apartments you’d find in New York, with the rich and poor living right next 

to each other. 

I spread out my legs because the inside of my thighs hurt. Damn it! How could 

girls wear skirts with nothing protecting their legs from rubbing together? Surely, they 

weren’t always in this much pain? 

Glancing down at my feet, I didn’t even want to inspect the blisters I could feel. I 

didn’t think I’d be able to get my feet back into the shoes if I even thought about taking 

them off. 

Leaning against the fountain wall, I closed my eyes, enjoying the break. Who knew 

how long I’d stay there? Maybe I’d sleep right here. I didn’t have anywhere else to go. It 

didn’t seem like a bad part of town. I didn’t have any money to stay anywhere else. Shame 



A Little Star Samantha Smith 9 

Copyright 2017 It’s All Been Done Presents LLC. All rights reserved. 

This work may not be reproduced or republished without the express written consent of the publisher. 

my dollars never changed to the local currency when I switched times. Now that would be 

useful. 

A laugh. 

Me eyes flew open. I knew that laugh. In two thousand years, that laugh hadn’t 

changed a bit. 

I sat up, looking around for the source of the short noise that had caught my 

attention. People were still out in the plaza, enjoying the cooler temperatures of the 

evening. Like I’d noticed all day, there weren’t many women. Which made it much easier 

for me to zero in on a young woman, with olive-toned skin and red hair. 

Not the typical red hair you were used to seeing on natural redheads. Nope, this 

definitely wasn’t real. It was almost the color of red wine. Or, at least the color of the 

cheap, boxed red wine that my mom could afford. 

It wasn’t just the unusual hair color that gave her away. Although, that was always 

a dead giveaway. She never seemed to have normal-colored hair, and this time it was in 

big, loose curls, like the first time I’d met her. She wore a long tunic, cinched at her slim, 

boyish waist, so I could make out her familiar frame. A light veil fell from her hair down to 

cover her shoulders and further, but I could see the skin of her arms. She was smudged 

with some paint, also not unusual. 

A young man was walking with her. The two had an easiness about them as they 

walked, as if they’d known each other for years. He was older than I was, carrying her bag 

over his shoulder. I could tell it was her bag since it was also smudged with paint. Tanned, 

he had dark hair falling over his forehead. He was dressed similarly to her, although his 

tunic was shorter, like all the other men I’d seen. 

I scrambled to my throbbing feet, following the two as they meandered down the 

street. When they paused, I paused, wincing at one point when a rock made a blister pop. 

That wasn’t going to be pretty. But I continued hobbling down the street, despite the gross 

wetness I could feel between my toes. 

I was too far back to hear what the two were saying, but they were chatting 

animatedly. Once again, not unusual for her. 

When they stopped before a tall building, I ducked into a doorway, watching as 

they entered. A large man closed the door behind them to the apartment on the first floor. 

Obviously, she wasn’t hooking up with a senator or someone rich this time. But the guy 

was well off enough. 
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Unfortunately, unless I wanted to go pound on the front door and make a scene, I 

had nothing to do but wait. Finding a little ally that seemed unused, I hunkered down, 

watching the door. 

 

• • • 

 

I don’t know how much time passed, having fallen asleep in that little ally. 

Thankfully, no one tried to kill me or anything while I was there. It was dark when my eyes 

were forced open by a grumbling in my stomach. I hadn’t eaten since Esi had shared her 

breakfast with me. 

That’s what happens when you don’t have any money. 

At least this time I’d found my girlfriend the day I’d woken up. I’d gone a month 

up north with the Vikings before finding her once. It’s tough to survive in Scandinavia 

without a way to get food or shelter, let’s just leave it at that. 

A shiver crept up my spine, just remembering the cold, despite the warm air now 

around me. Shifting to get off the pebbles imprinted on my butt, I groaned. My bent legs 

had fallen asleep under my body from not moving for so long. 

I was so preoccupied with the pain that I almost missed the front gate of the home 

open. The woman, my girl, stepped out, pulling her veil forward to cover her hair again. 

Was that something women did in Rome? 

I didn’t pause to think, scrambling to my feet. Then, scrambling up again when my 

sleeping legs buckled under me. 

“Miss!” I waved my hand to get her attention as I tried to get my feet under me. 

She paused, looking in my direction in surprise. 

“Sir?” she responded softly, although the tilt of her chin was confident and defiant. 

Finally, my legs cooperated enough for me to approach, slowly, so I didn’t scare her. 

I hate this part of finding her, the explanation of who I am, what I’m doing here, 

and how in the world I know her. It was always awkward. It was always weird. And it 

occasionally ended very badly. 

“Sir?” She prompted again when I didn’t answer right away, raising a thick 

eyebrow. Immediately shaking my head, I held out my hands, open to her view. 

“My name is Billy. I’ve been looking for a little star, fallen from the night sky.” 

Hopefully, she wouldn’t freak out that I knew who she was. 
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“Billy,” she repeated slowly. “And how do you know such things?” 

Calm and questioning. That was good. Last time I’d done this, she’d thrown her 

book at my head. 

“I know you. We’ve met before. Just not yet.” 

“A time traveler?” she questioned, walking around me. Her eyes raked over my 

skin, taking me in as she circled like a shark. 

“One with no choice in the matter.” I glanced over my shoulder to watch 

her also. “But you’re the constant factor wherever I go.” 

“Me?” She stopped in front of me. 

I nodded, nervously adjusting my tunic. “What’s your name?” 

“Stonychia,” she responded lightly, tilting her head to the side. I couldn’t help but 

snort at the name. But I’d learned that she rarely had a moniker I would recognize or find 

normal. 

“Can I call you Stony?” I smirked, stepping towards her. She hadn’t hit or yelled at 

me yet, so I was willing to take the chance and move into her reach. 

“Why?” 

“Because I always find you. Stony is much easier to say. And to give someone a 

shortened name is an endearment where I’m from. It means I care about you.” 

“I don’t even know you.” 

“But I know you. For example, I know you’re a star who left her sisters behind in 

the night sky, looking for grand adventures. I never remember the name of the 

constellation, but I know it’s Greek or something.” I shrugged. “I know that you love the 

arts. I know that you love to surround yourself with intellectuals, and explorers, and artists, 

and musicians. I know you’ve seen more than I’ve ever hoped to see. I know you love 

adventures and learning new things. And I know you have a big heart, and will do anything 

for those you love.” 

Stony stared at me for a moment, eyes narrowed as I spoke. I could barely see 

much more in the low light of night. Shadows covered her face and made it impossible to 

tell what she was thinking. Of me. Of what I’d said. Of what she’d do next. 

“Pleiads,” was her only response. 

“Excuse me?” 

“The Pleiads. The Seven Sisters,” she clarified. “That is my family. The daughters 

of Atlas that fled to the sky to get away from Orion the Hunter.” 
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I immediately nodded. “That’s right! I still don’t quite remember the whole story, 

but I know they’re all stars. And I know you used to be one, too, but were bored and left. 

You were forgotten from the myths. The eighth star.” 

She gave another slow nod, before glancing back at the house. 

“You look tired,” she observed, swiftly and effortlessly changing the subject away 

from her origin. “Do you need lodgings for the night?” 

I could have wept with joy at her words. No sleeping on the street for me! 

“I do.” I bowed my head to her in thanks, something I’d picked up in the worlds 

where everyone was so much more formal than I was used to. If this wasn’t something 

they did, usually people just thought I was a quirky foreigner. 

Stony pushed the gate open again, gesturing for me to walk in first. I stepped over 

the threshold, looking up at the four floors above as I did. She closed the gate behind her 

before leading me through the open rooms that allowed the warm air to move throughout 

the building in little breezes. 

The floor was a simple brick, and the walls had been beautifully painted. I wanted 

to pause to get a better look, but without a light or any sleep, I was of little use. 

To be honest, I don’t remember much getting past the front door. Stony was soon 

showing me into a room and motioned to a soft looking bed. I don’t even remember 

either of us saying goodnight as I fell into the bed with a sigh, the softness and sleep 

swallowing me. 

 

• • • 

 

The light was harsh, shining into my eyes way too early in the morning. Why was 

the light on? Groaning, I turned onto my side, slowly pulling my heavy head up. My eyes 

were gritty with sleep, and I forced them open to see thin drapes blowing in the window 

that was allowing the sun in. 

The room was open and airy. The bed I was laying in was so soft that I didn’t want 

to get up. But I needed to go talk with Stony. And my stomach was growling so loudly I 

was surprised it hadn’t woken the entire neighborhood. 

Pushing myself to sit up, I adjusted the tunic I was still wearing from yesterday. I 

wondered if there’d be something else I could wear. Maybe pants? 

I sniffed the tunic. And maybe a shower? I reeked. 
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After straightening myself out a bit, I forced myself out of bed. My knees creaked a 

bit as I put my weight on them, and my back cracked as it straightened. The blisters on my 

feet throbbed. 

Walking out of the room, I turned, hoping I could find my way through the house 

I barely remembered from last night. I picked a hall that looked familiar and started down 

it, glancing in rooms as I passed. The first was a studio, filled with art supplies, parchment, 

and writing stuff. 

Glancing in the next one, I spotted Stony and the young man who’d been with her 

the day before. Both were curled up together in a bed similar to the one I’d just pulled 

myself out of. His arm was wrapped possessively around her waist, her head resting on his 

shoulder. 

A stab of jealousy hit my heart. That was how we’d been together. That should be 

me that she was curled up with, not this skinny, little thing. 

Now, I know that she’s had many partners throughout her years. But it was much 

easier to ignore them when I never had to see her with them. That was one of the worst 

parts of showing up in her life at random times: she almost always had a partner of her 

own when I arrived. I rarely had the heart to tear them apart, and even when I wanted to, 

she never let me. 

Although, she had invited me to join one relationship she’d had one time. 

Either way, it was still hard to watch her curled up with another man, the way 

she’d done with me. 

I turned quickly, moving down the hall. I stumbled into a front room with 

beautiful greenery in it. It looked like a nice place to sit for hours and do, well, anything. 

“Sir?” came a voice behind me. I spun around and saw a simply dressed man, a few 

years older than me. He bowed his head to me. “Mistress informed me she had a guest 

staying with us. She and the Master aren’t up yet, but I have breakfast prepared.” 

“Breakfast would be great. Thanks.” I sagged in relief at the man’s words. “What’s 

your name?” 

“Mochán, sir.” 

“Thank you, Mochán.” My Nana didn’t raise no rude boy. 

My words gained me a small smile, and a nod as the man led me through the 

house. I was taken to what I could only assume was the dining room. Romans lounged 

while they ate; I remembered that from sixth grade! A low table with short sofas and 
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pillows surrounding it was laid with fresh bread, cheese, and grapes, along with crafts of 

drinks. My stomach grumbled loudly as I approached the table and sat, with Mochán 

bowing his head and disappearing. 

I immediately dug into the fresh foods. They tasted different than what I was used 

to, but honestly, I was starting to forget what food from the twenty-first century tasted like 

anyways. I was halfway through my meal before anyone joined me. 

“Good morning,” came a bright, singsong voice as Stony breezed into the room. 

“Morning,” I managed, swallowing the bread in my mouth. 

“Have a good night’s sleep?” she smiled, sitting down across from me. 

I nodded. “Yes, thank you.” 

She shrugged, not too concerned as she poured a glass of wine and grabbed some 

food. “Happy to help.” 

She motioned to the young man who’d been curled up with her just moments ago. 

“This is my partner, Urban.” He bowed his head to me, coming to sit at Stony’s right side. 

“He’s a writer, creating beautiful poetry and amazing plays.” She gave him a dazzling smile 

as the young man shook his head humbly. 

“Not so amazing.” He helped himself to the food also. 

“Nice to meet you.” I nodded to him, his ink-stained fingers now making sense, as 

did the room filled with parchment. 

Urban smiled and nodded. “And you. I wasn’t aware that Stonychia had friends 

coming to stay. But then again, I’m rarely told what she’s been doing.” 

Stony laughed. “I just know everyone!” She shook her red hair back. 

“You do.” Urban grinned at her before turning his attention back to me. “I’ll have 

Mochán bring some clothes up to your room. Stonychia said you didn’t have any?” 

“I don’t,” I agreed. “I’d appreciate being able to use any you have.” 

“You should go to the baths,” Stony offered, before taking an innocent sip from 

her drink. 

Urban nodded. “I’m sure you’d like a chance to relax after your travels?” 

What did I remember about baths in Rome? I knew they were famous; that was it. 

Would I regret going to the baths? Was there another way I could get cleaned up without 

going to the baths? 

Finally, I slowly nodded. “I would like that.” I chanced the answer, hoping I 

wouldn’t regret it. 
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• • • 

 

I regretted going to the baths. 

Don’t get me wrong; I’m not a prude. But spending hours in baths, completely 

naked, only surrounded by a bunch of men… It was a sausage fest. However, I was now 

clean, pruny, and in fresh clothes. 

Urban and I had spent the bath time chatting and getting to know one another. He 

was quiet and easygoing. He was a playwright and poet, just as Stony had said. He was 

actually quite popular at a local theater, which was unusual for his young age. He was 

romantic, which honestly didn’t surprise me, since he was with Stony. She loved romantic 

gestures. If he wrote poetry half as well as he spoke, I was sure he’d won her over that 

way. 

We headed back towards his home through the busy city. Slaves and the lower 

classes surrounded us. Urban informed me that he was considered well off. He also told 

me that Stony was an artist herself, although she didn’t let that be known too publicly. She 

painted in the background, beautiful pieces, including things for his theatrical 

performances. 

As we entered his home, a large man opened the door for us. Urban paid no 

attention to him. I glanced up at the man. He was literally huge. Like a giant. He carefully 

and silently closed the door behind us. 

Urban led me farther into the household, stopping when he spotted Stony laying 

on a cushion with a drink and a cold cloth over her eyes. 

“Stonychia?” He slowly approached her, plucking the towel off her face. “Busy 

day?” 

She sighed tiredly, not moving. “Very, and unsuccessful.” 

“Unsuccessful?” I echoed, curious about what she’d been doing. 

Stony nodded, sitting up with a groan. “I’m looking for a slave woman from the 

southern part of the Empire. I have some information for her.” 

“An impossible task,” Urban noted, moving her feet and sitting so that her legs 

could rest in his lap. He motioned for me to sit on one of the other cushions as he started 

to rub the arches of Stony’s feet. She moaned happily, flopping back down on the cushion 

again. 
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“Do you know anything about her? A name or something?” I asked. 

“She goes by the name Esi,” Stony answered me. “A common enough name 

among the desert people.” 

Esi. The Esi I met? Could it possibly be her? Often enough, things just seemed to 

fall into place when I ended up in these times. It was like I was here to make the 

connection needed to move things forward. 

“I met a woman named Esi when I first arrived here,” I offered. “Said she was a 

slave.” 

Stony and Urban looked at me in surprise. The silence was heavy around us as I 

waited for their response. After a moment, Stony finally spoke. 

“You did?” 

I nodded. “Yeah. She helped me find your street.” 

“Can you find her again?” Stony sat up, just inches from my face. 

“Uhh…” My brain spazzed out at her closeness. “Yeah. I mean, I can try.” I 

stuttered, cursing myself silently for how stupid I sounded. 

She grinned, giving a small bounce in her excitement. “Wonderful! How do we 

find her?” 

That I hadn’t thought out. “I met her in the market my first morning here. I guess 

we could backtrack and find her that way.” 

Stony nodded firmly. “Then we’ll set out early tomorrow morning.” She pushed 

herself up to stand, kissing Urban’s cheek, and then my own. “I’m heading to my studio to 

work,” she announced, sweeping from the room like the tornado of energy she was. 

What had I gotten myself into? 

 

• • • 

 

The next morning came bright and early. Again. Stony and I left about the same 

time Urban did, who was on his way to meet with a benefactor at dawn. She and I walked 

for a while, Stony leading me back to what she called the Trajan Market, which she 

guessed was the one I had first arrived in. 

It was huge. 

“Why do you need to find Esi?” I asked as we walked. 

“Apollo wants me to help her.” 
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“Apollo? Like the god?” I didn’t know much about mythology, but I did know that 

name. 

Stony grinned at me. “Of course, the god. My sisters and I were companions to his 

sister, Artemis. I befriended him just as my sisters did other gods.” 

“Befriended? I don’t know much about the Parthenon-” 

“Pantheon,” Stony corrected me. “I’m Greek.” 

“You’re Greek,” I repeated slowly. “I thought you were a star?” 

She snorted slightly as they walked. “I am, but my sisters’ stories are told by the 

Greeks. Right now, I am Greek. And I know what you are about to ask. Yes, I have been 

Apollo’s lover at times. But we are better as friends. I prefer the company of humans like 

Urban,” she smirked at me. “Or, apparently, you.” 

“So, what does the great god Apollo want you to do with Esi?” I asked, my 

curiosity piqued as I tried to push my jealousy away. How in the world was I supposed 

to compete with a god? 

Stony gave a cryptic grin. “He wants her to fulfill her destiny.” 

“Which is?” 

She shrugged. “His business, not mine.” 

I sighed slightly as we continued weaving through the slaves and lower classes in 

the marketplace. “Are gods always this vague?” 

“Yes,” she laughed immediately. “Especially Apollo.” 

“Do you serve him often?” 

“Mostly, I paint for his temples. Occasionally, I’ll dance while he plays his lyre. We 

have fun. I’m not a servant or a slave to him. But I also know that if he asks for my help, 

there is a reason for it.” 

“And you’re never curious as to what it is?” I asked. “That doesn’t sound like the 

woman I know.” 

She laughed again. “You’re amusing. I can see why I’d like you.” She continued 

strolling through the street. “And you’re right. I always ask too many questions of him. 

There are times where he simply can’t tell me. I respect that from him, as other gods are 

working to thwart him. He especially doesn’t trust Eros and hates that I adore the little, 

winged beasty.” 

“Eros?” I asked, smacking myself for not knowing more of the Greek Pantheon. 

“The Romans know him as Cupid. He’s a god of love.” 
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“Ah, I know who Cupid is.” 

Stony snorted in amusement. “Why doesn’t that surprise me?” she asked. “Do you 

see her?” 

I shook my head, scanning the crowd. “I haven’t yet.” 

She sighed, pulling at the long shawl covering her, similar to the one she wore the 

other day, so it hid her shoulders. 

“Why do you wear the veil?” I asked, genuinely curious. I hadn’t thought that 

Romans wore those, but what did I know? It seemed half the women I saw were covered 

as she was. 

“It’s what Romans do.” She motioned to a small group of women with their hair 

uncovered and their shoulders bare to the morning sun. “Those women are prostitutes. All 

other women cover themselves for modesty purposes.” 

She smirked at me. “Personally, I like the sun on my skin. But since I am Urban’s 

companion, I do not want my actions to reflect badly on him. It’s bad enough that many 

men harass him about my painting.” 

“Why don’t they like you painting?” 

“Painting is a man’s job. I should be spinning or weaving. That’s women's work 

and respectable. All Roman women should spin and weave.” She wrinkled her nose. “I 

don’t have the patience for that.” 

I was about to ask her another question when I spotted the familiar figure of a 

thin, young man ahead of us. “Wait, that’s the man that was with Esi.” I pointed him out, 

before moving forward while grabbing Stony’s hand so I wouldn’t lose her in the crowds. 

“Setka!” 

The young man turned, looking over his shoulder in my direction. It took a 

moment before he spotted me hurrying towards him, Stony right on my heels. He bowed 

his head in greeting. 

“Good morning, sir,” he greeted, bowing his head to Stony also. “Mistress.” 

“Morning, Setka.” I let out a breath. “We’re looking for Esi. Is she here?” 

The quiet, young man nodded, picking up the basket he had sat down. “She is. I 

was on my way back to her.” 

I grinned at Stony as the three of us moved through the crowd, coming upon Esi, 

who was picking up her own full basket. 
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Seeing the Kushite, Stony stopped short. She shook her head slightly before giving 

a small laugh. “You are unbelievable.” She reached up and pecked my cheek before 

following Setka to the woman. 

Esi spotted me and grinned when she saw Stony. “You’ve found your lady, Billy 

the Barbarian?” she asked with a smirk, shifting the basket in her arms. 

I was about to speak, but Stony beat me to it. “You’re Esi?” she asked, eyes going 

up and down the young woman, who appeared to be about the same age as she. 

“I am, ma’am,” Esi responded, bowing her head in greeting. However, she didn’t 

keep the submissive look down at her feet like Setka did. 

Stony motioned for Esi to come with her, then turned and walked through the 

market at a fast clip. What the hell was going on? 

Sparing a glance back at Esi and Setka, I shrugged my shoulders and motioned for 

them to come with me. The two, reluctantly, did, following us over to where Stony had 

stopped out of the way of most of the market stalls. She whipped around, zeroing in on 

Esi again. 

“You’re Esi of the Kushite people?” Stony questioned again. 

“I am.” Esi raised her chin defiantly, venom seeping into her voice. “Now a slave 

to the Romans. Why do you want to know?” 

“Who’s your master?” 

Esi raised an eyebrow, frowning when her question wasn’t answered. “I am owned 

by the gens Manlia.” 

Stony snorted in amusement, “Of course you would be,” she commented lightly. 

“Who?” 

“Marcus Major.” 

Stony snorted again. “Good. Good.” 

“Will you please explain what you’re going on about?” I asked, finally interrupting 

the rapid-fire questions. 

“I hate the Manlia son, Marcus Major. He’s a jerk,” Stony told me before looking 

at Esi. “I have been sent by a friend of mine, a benefactor of yours, to get you out of 

here.” 

“Me?” Esi blanched in surprise. For some reason, her expression was funny, since 

I was pretty sure Esi was one of those girls who always knew where she was going and was 

rarely surprised. 
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“Yes. There is a ship on the Tiber that will connect you with one going to Egypt. 

Then you can travel up the Nile to return to your home.” 

“Why?” Esi immediately asked. “No one in Rome wants to end slavery. Why 

would you be helping me escape?” 

“Because your benefactor wants to see you do more with your life than be a slave.” 

Esi paused for a moment, shifting her basket in her arms again. “Why should I 

trust you?” 

“My friend is a god,” Stony stated. “Not one of your gods, but a god 

nonetheless. And even if you die trying to leave, it has to be better than being stuck 

serving Marcus.” 

I blinked in surprise. “Wait, no one said anything about death or dying.” I’ve 

already died enough for my liking. I didn’t need to die again. 

I was ignored. 

“You’re right,” she agreed. “I’ll go with you. On one condition.” She grabbed 

Setka’s arm. “He goes with me.” 

“I... what?” Setka sputtered. 

Stony looked between the two of them. “That’s not part of the agreement.” 

“I’m not going without him,” Esi responded stubbornly. “You may be Greek, but 

I’m from just as powerful of a kingdom. I have my pride. And I don’t have to bow to 

you.” 

“Your kingdom fell apart almost a century ago,” Stony pointed out with an 

unamused look. 

“And yours fell to the Romans long before.” 

“They did,” she agreed, seeming amused by the entire thing. Finally, she gave a 

nod of consent. “He can come. Are you locked up at night?” 

Esi shook her head. “We’re not.” 

“Good. Tomorrow evening, at midnight go to the warehouses near the Tiber.” 

Stony glanced over her shoulder. “We should get moving before you get in trouble for 

being late and we’re noticed.” 

Esi nodded. “We’ll see you then.” She dipped her head before she and Setka 

headed off again. I watched the two go. 

I was gonna end up dead. Shit. 
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• • • 

 

“You’re not going with me,” Stony commanded, pulling her long hair up on top of 

her head. 

“Yes, I am,” I argued. It was almost time to meet Setka and Esi. I’d spent the past 

two days with Stony. Despite being in a completely foreign land, time, and culture, she was 

still the woman I’d known before. She loved the arts and took joy in the simple things in 

life, including baffling myself and Urban. 

And I still loved her. Even if she didn’t look like the purple-haired, bikini-wearing 

girl I’d met in the twenty-first century, she was still there. 

“No, you’re not.” She pulled her sandals on, glancing up at me. 

“You wouldn’t have even found her without me,” I pointed out. 

“Mistress?” Mochán appeared in the doorway. “I have your wrap for you.” He 

offered the dark swath of fabric to her. 

“Thank you.” Stony took it as the Celtic slave left. 

“Why don’t you free him?” I finally asked what had been bothering me for some 

time. “You’re helping Esi and Setka get away, but you have five slaves yourself.” 

“That’s how the world is,” Stony stated, standing and wrapping herself in the 

fabric. “They were all prisoners of war or debtors or were so poor they sold themselves. 

What else is to be done with them?” 

“Maybe help them?” I challenged. 

“To do what? Maybe they’re not all treated well, but the ones here are.” She started 

for the front door, and I followed her out. “I can’t do anything about the ones who are 

owned by other people.” 

“How about we don’t own people?” 

“Then all of the civilizations around the world would crumble.” 

I sighed, frustrated, but aware that I was living 2,000 years ahead of her. The 

cultural difference was always the hardest. Often, that usually ended up causing problems 

between us. 

But at least I’d distracted her long enough to follow her out of the house and into 

the streets. There was no turning me back now! 
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I think Stony realized that because she didn’t even try to get me to turn around. 

Instead, I took her hand as we walked through the city, avoiding the others out and about, 

mostly because some of them looked a bit unsavory. 

We soon arrived down at the Tiber River, where we were to meet Esi and Setka. “I 

hope they got out okay,” I murmured, worried about the young woman and her friend. My 

shoulders were tense, and I could barely hold still as we waited. 

After what seemed like an eternity, the two Africans appeared, tightly gripping 

each other’s hands. 

“Did anyone see you?” Stony hissed as they approached. 

Esi shook her head. “I don’t think so,” she murmured softly, running her free 

hand over her shorn hair. 

Stony nodded. “Come on. We need to get moving.” 

She started out, walking first and dragging me by our joined hands. We moved 

quietly down the Tiber River’s banks without encountering anyone. That was possibly 

because we weren’t carrying any sort of light. 

We reached a warehouse and Stony stopped, pushing the door open and walking 

inside. I motioned for Esi and Setka to go before me, taking a quick glance around before 

bringing up the rear. Stony moved among some of the large crates and pots that things 

were being stored in. She pulled out some rough bags, tossing one to Esi and Setka. 

“Are you stealing?” Esi gasped softly. 

Stony smirked. “Yes, but that’s because no one will know where this clothes came 

from. You don’t have to worry about anyone recognizing you as a slave purchasing clothes 

above your station. Besides, I figured you don’t have any clothes or food or anything.” 

Setka and Esi exchanged a glance before the latter nodded. “You’re right,” she 

reluctantly agreed. 

“I know I am.” Stony grinned, pulling out some tunics, holding them up for size 

before she nodded, tossing them each a few. “These are from a wealthy family who has 

more than enough money. Don’t feel bad about taking what you need.” 

She handed them both a new pair of shoes. “I hope these fit,” she offered before 

handing them a basket. “I’ve packed this with some food that will last you at least a few 

days.” She handed it off to Esi before continuing through the warehouse. 

“Stony?” I whispered. “Where are you going now?” 
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She grinned at me over her shoulder, forcing open another container. She 

produced a few small pouches, offering them to Esi and Setka. 

“I’ve put a few coins in this one.” She indicated a small, worn-looking coin purse. 

“But that will only get you so far. So, this one has some jewelry and accessories. Nothing 

too fancy, but they’re all well-made, and most are gold or silver. You can say that your 

father or someone made them and used them to sell or barter for things. Just be careful. 

They’re good pieces. Don’t let anyone try to tell you they’re not.” 

I shifted, uncomfortable with the gray morality, which was saying something 

coming from me. Stony had never been like this when I’d seen her before; it was a little 

Robin Hood. Which, I admitted, was sexy. Those tights would be hot on her. 

Shaking my head to clear that picture, I glanced back at a rather uncomfortable 

looking Setka. He said nothing as he watched Esi stash the jewels and money into her new 

pack, putting one pouch in his also. 

Finally, Stony pulled out a rolled piece of parchment. “Can you read at all?” she 

asked the two, moving over to a table and spreading out the paper. 

“A little Latin.” Esi leaned over the table. “Not a lot, though.” 

Nodding, Stony smoothed out the parchment. “This is a simple map of the area, 

down to Egypt.” She traced out the path they would be taking, giving some basic 

instructions before she rolled it back up. She slipped it into a small leather tube that closed 

and offered that to Esi. 

“This looks familiar.” Esi looked over the protective casing the map was in. 

“That’s because I took it from Marcus Major,” Stony grinned, motioning to the 

name pressed into the leather. “I thought it was a bit of poetic justice.” 

Despite the danger, Esi couldn’t help but give a laugh. “It is rather poetic,” she 

agreed softly, just before a light shone through the window near the door we’d come in. 

We froze. Just like when you played hide and seek as a child. Hold your breath. 

Hope they’ll move on. 

Don’t come in. 

Don’t find us. 

Don’t breathe too loud. 

Go away. 
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Unfortunately, no matter how much we silently prayed, things don’t always work 

out the way you want. A few muffled men’s voices could be heard outside as the light 

from what I could only assume was a torch moved closer to the door. 

Stony immediately started creeping forward, and we followed her. Unluckily, the 

rest of us weren’t as silent as the star child. Setka tripped over the lid of a pot, causing it to 

clatter. 

“Who’s there?” called one of the men’s voices over the sound of feet trampling 

into the warehouse. “We know you’re here!” 

“Run!” Stony hissed, pushing Setka and Esi forward, ducking down as she ran 

through the building as if she knew where she was going. We followed, the guards close on 

our heels. Blood rushed in my ears as adrenaline spiked. 

“Thieves!” 

“Stop!” 

“Those are Manlia slaves! I know them!” 

“Who are the other two?” 

Stony pushed open another door, leading us outside. “Go, go, go!” she shoved the 

two Africans out ahead of her, and then me. I glanced back as we left the building, seeing 

that our lead was quickly disappearing. 

“Stop!” a guard shouted. 

“Stony!” I tried to call attention to the men who were rapidly approaching. 

“Close your eyes!” she yelled at the rest of us. 

A blinding light appeared from where Stony was standing. Just as suddenly as it 

appeared, it disappeared, leaving us in pitch darkness. Hands out, trying to find where I 

was, I stumbled and fell to my knees, scraping them up in the process. I could hear the 

men yelling in surprise, just as shocked as I was by the light 

A pair of soft hands grabbed me, hoisting me to my feet. “I told you to close your 

eyes,” Stony grumbled, leading me blindly away. “I thought you said you knew I was a 

star.” 

“Knowing and seeing you actually being a star are two different things,” I groused 

in return, following her as my sight came back. Thankfully, I hadn’t been looking straight 

at her. 

“That wasn’t even that bright.” 
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She frowned as I stopped her. “Take them to the ship. I’ll lead the guards another 

way,” I said. 

“Billy…” 

“Don’t ‘Billy’ me. Take them and find me later.” I could barely make out Esi and 

Setka ahead of us. 

“Roman guards aren’t known for their restraint.” 

“Story of my life,” I muttered, shaking my head. “I’ll be fine. I’ll meet you back at 

the house.” 

Stony paused again, then kissed me briefly. It was over too quick as she pulled 

away and squeezed my hand. 

“Be careful,” she murmured, grabbing Esi and Setka, leading them down the bank. 

I looked back at the guards, who were stumbling my way, vision coming back to 

them, too. 

Shit. 

Taking off down the road the opposite way from the rest, I glanced over my 

shoulder in time to see a guard spotting me. I’d bet his vision was still pretty bleary. Mine 

was. 

“Go!” I yelled into an alley in hopes that they’d think my companions were ahead 

of me, taking off down it. 

Feet stamping behind me, I continued ahead, trying to wind my way through the 

tiny streets that were so unfamiliar to me. A wall appeared in front of me, and I turned. 

Wagons were not all the way pulled to the side, and I ducked around them. Who knew 

what liquid I’d just ran through? But it didn’t matter. I just needed to get away from the 

men chasing me. 

Rounding a corner, I paused, listening. It sounded like there were less of them than 

before. Or maybe they were just moving more quietly? I didn’t wait long to find out, 

taking off down an alley again, trying to find a place to hide. 

“There he is!” came one of the men’s voices as they continued after me. 

Shit. 

Shit. Shit. Shit. Shit. Shit. Shit. 

Something bad was gonna happen. 



A Little Star Samantha Smith 26 

Copyright 2017 It’s All Been Done Presents LLC. All rights reserved. 

This work may not be reproduced or republished without the express written consent of the publisher. 

True to Murphy’s Law, the moment I thought that, I got hit in the stomach. I 

couldn’t breathe; air wasn’t coming into my lungs. I was lying on my back, looking up at 

the night sky. How did I end up here? 

A man appeared right above me, stepping on my arm, causing it to twist back. 

Hissing in pain, I tried to focus on him. 

“Where’d they go?” he asked gruffly. 

“Where’d who go?” 

He smirked. “Tell me and I won’t hurt you.” 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 

His eyes bored into mine, willing me to break. Instead of me breaking, he stamped 

down on my elbow. A sharp crack and pain like fire shot up my arm. I could hear myself 

yell, but it didn’t sound like me. 

“Tell me. I heard someone say the name ‘Manlia.’” 

“I don’t know who that is,” I wheezed. 

“How do you not know one of the oldest families in Rome?” 

“I’m not from Rome.” 

“Obviously,” said one of the men out of my field of vision. “One 

of those barbarians.” 

“So a slave?” asked another. 

I shook my head. “Not a slave,” I managed out before he stamped down on my 

elbow again. I screamed as pain wracked my body. 

“Did I talk to you?” A cold blade pressed against my neck as the man leaned over 

me. I really hoped he wouldn’t slit my throat. That way of dying sucked. “Now where did 

they go?” he growled. 

I barely shook my head, not wanting him to push the blade into my neck. 

“Sir! We can’t find them!” came another man’s voice as he approached, out of 

breath. “It’s like they disappeared.” 

The man above me growled in frustration. “At least we got you.” He pulled the 

blade back from my neck and sheathed it as he straightened, stepping back from me. 

I waited barely half a beat before scrambling to my feet, stumbling back from the 

burly men. None of the guards were close enough to grab me, and most seemed distracted. 

I could run. I could get away. 

Turning on my heels, I ran. 
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Straight into a short sword. 

The cold metal sliced through me like I was butter. Hilt to the skin of my stomach; 

the metallic taste of blood on my tongue as I coughed in shock. 

My legs buckled, as the sword was pulled from my body and I fell to my knees. 

Hot blood poured down over my stomach and back, down my hips, and over my legs. 

Falling. Forward. My arms barely able to catch me. The sound of feet running, 

growing farther away. My cheek on the rough brick road. 

The smell. The smell of death. It’s hard to explain. Like shit, and fear, and pain. 

Along with an odd acceptance of what was happening. 

Ironically, being run through didn’t hurt as bad as I thought it would. 

Blood seeped out onto the road, pooling under my body as I laid there. I didn’t 

have to look down to know that I was dying. Instead, I closed my eyes, breathing in and 

out. 

In and out. 

In and out. 

In. Out. In. Out. In. Out. 

In. 

Out. 

In. 


